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"I LCXT, YOIT LOVt"
OM Jones, the Tillage pedagogue,
The grammar lesson called one day;
Young Bess, a maid of street sixteen.
Began the n words to say:

"first person, I love," first she said,
fly Tom, beside her, whimpered, .Vr"?''
"Second person, yon love," Bess went on.
"Ayr, that I do," said Tom, "love thee."

Third person, lie loves," still said Bess.
Torn whipercd, "Who is it?"
"Oh, Tom,'" said Besy, pleading Ion,
"Do hold yenr peace and let me be!"

"So 'xhispcring," called the master leud,
And frowned upon the forward youth.
"First person, we love," Bessie said.
"By George!" Tom whispered, "tbat'a the

truth!"
The lesson o'er at last, poor Bc?r,
With cheeko all crimson, took her seat,
While Tom, sly fellow, tried in vain
The maiden's soft bluo eyes to meet, v
And when the recess hour had come,
Tom begged a italk with coaxing tone.
And 'neatb the trees Besa said again
The lesson o'er --fur him ulviie.
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WKITTFX FOE THE HASTrOCD IIEBALD.

lly VIOLA.

CHAPTER I.

"Mother, it seems very hard that we arc
atnRvs to be poor!" and little Latta Green
looked up from her knitting to her moth?
er, who was sitting near.

"Hush! my darling child. Let not the
demon of discontentment invade ourquiet
home Happiness and contentment alone
should be wooed by the poor and unfortu-Dat- c.

Besides, wealth is but a 'fleeting
thow' of this world. Desire goodness that
will last forever; rest your hope on Him
who died for sinners, and lie .will give
comfort to our too often rebellious hearts,"
raid Mrs. Green, as she stroked softly and
lovingly her daughter's hair.

"Dearest mother, I did not wish to seem
rebellious, but a troubled vision visited my
tdumbers last night, leaving as a token of
its visit the wretched feelings that possess
me y. Let mc tell you what it was,"
ivnd as she spoke she impulsively threw
herself on her knees at her mother's side.
"I drcanud of leaving home for school,
being favored with cicry advantage and
opportunily of acquiring an education
which I was rapidly completing, when er

scene presented itself a coffin! I

knelt hesidc it, and, raising the cover,
found that its occupant was none other
than you, my dearest mother, lying there
EtirV cold dead! Oh! my fiod! how could
I stand it?" and the affectionate daughter,
throning her arms around her mother's
neck, wept on her bosom.

"Latta, darling," cried the now dis-

tressed mother, "do not give way to such
imply, imaginary troubles. Raise your
head, dear. 'Tas but a dream,' a fool-

ish vision. 1 have cheering news for my
silly little dreamer. A jiorti-j- of your
vision is truly about to be realized. While
you were absent on that little errand ,. our
kind friend and neighbor, Jlrt Ellis, c.unc
to mc with the profler to send you with
his daughter, your sweet-tempere- d friend,
Mary, to Sylvan College to finish your ed-

ucation, and I thankfully accepted his of-

fer. I will reside with Mr. and Mrs. El-

lis until your return, then we separate no
more until death cuts asunder the cord
which hinds us to life. Brighten up, lit-

tle one. Forget Uiat troubled dream. I
will not leave you until God, in His own
good time, sees fit to take me to Himself.
Dry your tears, for in one month you leave
here to be with me no more for five years.
But if I can bear the separation, 1 know
my brave daughter can," said Mrs. Grceu,
calmly.

"Oh, mother! mother! how can I leave
1 ou for to long a lime? And you too,

cried the almost frantic girl, as she
drew a large Newfoundland dog near her,
and caressed it in the most endearing man-
ner. "But I will do so, and surmount ev-

ery difficulty that may cross my pathway,"
and the large, dark-brow- n eyes were raited
toward heaven, as if a vow had been
registered in her heart.

"Mother, you have often told mc that
when I was thirteen years of age (and I
have reached that time) you would tell
me the secret of your past life of my fa-

ther," and Latta nestled still closer to her
mother.

"I will," Mrs. Green replied, tears gath-
ering in her eyes. Remain ju6t as you
are. Let me look into our face, my only
earthly comfort, while 1 relate to you my
Eorrowful story.

"I was the only child of wealthy and
indulgent parent: such paretilsaschildren
6eldom have now-a-day- At eighteen I

finished my education and made my Ulut
in society. I was then what the world
termed 'a brilliant young lady.' There
were many young gentlemen, and even
others more advanced in years and the
wicked wiles of the world, knelt at my
feet, and implored my heart and hand in
marriage. Yet none found favor, except
Ernest Green, a younj lawyer, u ho resided
in the same city.

"He was ever by my tide, whispering
words of love, and building castles high in
air for our future, He won my young
heart, and ere two years had sped by led
iae to the altar, and there before God and
;ar! to love and protect mc
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through life. But,
" Tromises thus sacredly spoken,

Are as often lightly broken.'
'One year of my wedded life I paused in

an earthly paradise, and I was beginning
to look upon life as the perfection of hu-

man happiness. It seemed that the sweet-

est bliss of heaven crowned my life when
God gave me you. But one thing that
marred my plcanre was the continued
aversion of my husband to my innocent
little babe. After your birth, instead 6f
drawingour hearts more closely, it seemed
that they were rather torn asunder. Mr.
Green wo'ild remain out late at night,.
(something unusual for him), and then
return in an ill humor.

"From that time on, gloom thickened
fast and heavy ou my pathway. Worst
of all, I was summoned to the death-be- d

of my only remaining parent I too keen-

ly realized my loss, and my grief was in-

expressible. The death of my loving pa-

rent, and the mikindness of my husband,
robbed mc of my lightness of heart, leav-

ing me. as you sec nie now, a melancholy
woman.

"I was the only heir to my father's im-

mense estate, of which my husband now
took entire control. He had wound the
business entirely up, securing everything
in his own name, when one evening as I

sat in the doorway awaiting lii.-- j return,
you lay quietly sleeping in my arms,

1 espied my husband coming up the pave-

ment, and noticed that a. devilish smile
played on his face. He came and eat at
my side, and, looking at mc intently, said:

' 'Latta, do you know what I married
you for?'

"I looked up in surprise. 'Why, no,
Ernest,' I said. 'You told mc you loved
me: how could 1 help but believe it?'

" 'Love the d !' and he stamped his
foot in anger. 'Love you? never! I loved
your wealth, and now that I have secured
all of that, I shall leave you to seek the
woman I love. I will sue for a divorce,
and if you contest it I will murder you in
cold blood!'

" 'Ernest, you can have anything you
want,' I replied; 'my life, divorce, and this
little innocent lamb that lies here on my
arm. My wealth you say you have. I

do not wish it, since happiness has fled.'
" 'Then, farewell forever, Madame

Green! Farewell! And you, too, little
one,' eaid he, taking you from me and
pressing you tightly to his breast, and, for
the first time in your life, imprinting a
kiss on your lips. Then, putting you back
in my lap, was gone!
"And what must have suffered, thus betrayed!

My heart's mot warm and precious feelings
made

But things wherewith to noun J: iny heart so
weak

So soft lay open tu tho vulture's beak!
It's sweet rcvcalings given up to scorn.
It burns to bear, and yet it must be borne!
And sorer still, that bitterer emotion,
To know the shrine which hsilwy soul's devo-

tion
Was tLat of a fa!e dcily!-t- o look
Upon the eyes worshiped, and brook
Their cold reply !"

"But to my story. I will not linger over
the wretchedness of my feelings. Mr.
Green acted upon his threat, and sued for
a divorce. In my madness I declined to
contest his application, and found too late
that he had indeed taken everything. Our
beautiful residence, a bridal gift from my
father, was told. I was stripped of every
vestige of property, and was thrown en-

tirely upon my own exertions for support
for my babe and myself. I disposed of all
my jewelry, left the city, and came to this
little village, where I found kind friends
in mere strangers. Affer teaching music
for five years, I was able to purchase this
little cottage. Finding that 1 was com-
pelled to give up teaching m consequence
of failing health, I obtained enough sew-

ing to maintain us. You know the rest,
darling."

Continued next week

An Ingenious ISobin.
From the Milwaukee Wisconsin.

A curious sight was afforded by a robin
yesterday in a yard on the west side of
the city. The little fellow was busily en-

gaged in gathering material for the con-

struction of a nest. In flying around he
discovered an old nest fastened to a tree,
and cntertwincd in this nest was a long
string, just what he wanted. One end of
the string floated loosely, while the other
was fastened in the nest. Robin seized
the string and endeavored to pull it out,
It was too tightly fastened for an ordina-
ry pull, and he accordingly took a short
hold and wolcntly threw Lis Lead back.
Still it wouldn't come. After apparently
thinking a moment he tried a new plan.
Seizing the end of the string firmly in his
bill he tumbled heavily from the limb,
and allowed his full weight to pull upon
the coveted article. This Jic tried over
and over again, but without avail. At
last he entered the nest and diligently
tugged at the fastened cud of the string,
until he succeeded in looiening it. Then
he drew it through and away to
make use of it in his new home.

Conic Ilettcr Ircparcil.
One of the college newspaper exchan-

ges says that a clergyman in a certain
church, on a recent occasion, discovered
after beginning the service that he had
forgotten his notes. As it was too late to
send for them, he said to his audience, by
way of apology, that this monnng he
would have to depend upon the Lord for
what he might say, but in the afternoon
he wcuM come better prepared.

HARTF
COME, THE IIEUALD OF A NOISY

HARTFORD, OHIO COUNTY, KY
HOW THE MATE DIED.

From the St. Louis Times.
No one seemed to know how or when he

reached the city. He was well along in
years, though not old. His hair was griz-

zly, his face d, and his hand
showed that he had been a hard-worke- r.

It was at a boarding-hous- e where river-me- n

find food and rest, aud the stranger
would have parsed unnoticed, had not his
wild, strange talk aroused some of the men

at midnight. His illness was serious, or
he would not have had such glassy eyes,
and such a ghastly look.

"Haul in, all hands there; lively lads,
ho! she comet!" he called out as the men
tried to quiet him.

The doctor- - said it was a bad case. Some
terrible fever which the man had been
flghting.off for weeks and wceks,but which
had broken him down at last.

"Out with the plank, yip! ha! lively'
lively t" called the patient, as the doctor
tried to count his pulse.

"lie must have an opiate first," whis-

pered the doctor, and he opened his little
case of medicine. His hand passed from
bottle to bottle until it rested upon the one
desired, and just then the patient shouted:

"Hip! hi! 11y there! Here, you niggers
8jeed lly gallop rush! You over

there hip! Blast your lazy souls! why
don't you rush them barrels off?"

"He ought to have been under the doc-

tor's care a week ago," whispered the phy-

sician, as he softly jostled some of the
powder out ou the little square sheets of
paper previously prepared.

Four or five brawny men had entered
the dingy room.and they looked from doc-

tor to patient without speaking.
"Lift on 'er up! up! yi! hi! you niggers!

Why in blazes don't you straighten your
backs?" called the sick man.

"He's bin matt!" whispered one of the
men.

"And he thinks he's loading up!" added
a second.

"If I can quiet him I'll learn
something of his case in the morning,"
said the doctor, as he folded the powders
into little eipiarc packages. "Such men
never give up until the last hour. Sec
that chest, that neck, that arm! He could
have slood up against cholera and yellow
fever combined, if he'd taken care of him-

self."
"This way this way roll 'cm pile

'em throw 'em why can't you jerk
lightning right out o' them bar'ls!" ehout-c- d

the patient.
"Thinks he's taking on whisky and

flour!" whispered one of the men.
"I'll bet he was a driver," added a sec-or- d.

"At I o'clock," said the doctor, ranging
the little packages in a row, "give him
one of these dissolved in a spoonful of wa-

ter, and then one every hour until I come,
unless he should become quiet."

"Il's purty scr'us, ain't it.doctor?" asked
one of the men.

"Well, I'vo seen hundreds of worse ca-

ses, but I can't tell how the powders will
work. He's in for a long run of fever, at
best, and if he's a stranger and short-u- p,

1 pity him."
"Hustle lly roll that whole wood-pil- e

this way hip! get out of your hides, nig- -
gers!" exclaimed the patient, his glassy
eyes following the doctor to the door.

"Thinks he's wooding up now," whis-
pered one of the men. "He was mate all
through that's plain."

For a long time the patient whispered
to himself, and the watchers could only
catch n word or two now and then, but he
suddenly cried out:

"Sharp, there! Sharp! Out with her
lifi! up! heave! so she goes! yi!"
"He's making a landing now," whisper-o'n- c

of the men, holding his watch, and
waiting for one o'clock.

"There you go!" continued the patient,
after a moment "fling 'cm high live-

ly great Heavens! why don't you tear
splinters offycur heels? whoop! ehoo!''

He was quiet again for live minutes, and
one of the men mixed the powder with a
bpoonful of water. They were hesitating
whether to disturb the sick man, when he
sat up, threw his arms about and yelled:

"Crook yer backs, you black fiends
hup! ki! yi! dust! fly! snatch 'em great
snakes, why djn't ye tussel that cotton at
me!"

He fell back, and when they bent over
him, he was dead!

The men looked at each othcrin aston-
ishment. They could not believe until
there was no longer room to doubt.

'1 hope he's got a plain channel!" whis-
pered one as he drew the quilt up.

"There's no bars on the river!" added a
second.

And as the third pressed the lids down
over the sightless, glassy balls, he said:

"He was a stranger, and I hope the
Lord '11 let him make fast alongside of
a wharf-boa- t in Heaven!"

Mn'riunu's Opinion.
The New York Sun tells this story of

Gen. Sherman: "One night, whilcsitting
before his camp-fir- e, bo the story goes, he
remarked to an oilicer with whom he
was conversing: 'lam a much brighter
man than Grant; I can sec things quicker
than he can, and know more about books
than he docs, but I'll tell you where he
beats mc, and where he beats the world:
he don't care a cent for what he don't see
the enemy doin, but it scares mc like
he!!" "

WOULD, THE NEWS OF ALL NATIONS LUMBERING AT MY BACK:

"UGLY GREGAND HIS ROSE.

Detroit Free l'ress.
At the Detroit House of Correction, a

year or so ago, the liijh white-wash- ed

walla of the corridors were furnished with
brackets and llowcr-pot- s to relieve the mo-

notony and take away the gloom. One
would scarcely think that the rough-lookin-

wicked men sent there for robbery,
burglary, arson, and L'le graver crimes,
would have cared for the cLange, but they
gladly w elcomed it. A rose, or geranium,
or tulip, or pink, seemc.l to bring liberty
and sunshine a little nearer, and to drive
the evil out of their hearts, and it was a
strange sight to see hardened criminals
watering and nourish; the tendedplants
and watching their daily growth.

Two or three months before the brack-

ets were hung up a prisoner came from
one of the territories an old, sullen-lookin-

man, convicted of rob-

bing the mails. They called him "Greg,"
as short for Gregory, and it wasn't long
before they made it "Ugly Greg." He
was ugly. He refused to work, cared
nothing for rules or regulation?, and
twenty-eig- ht days out of his first month
were spent in the "solitary" for bad be-

havior. He was expostulated with,
threatened and punished, but lie had a
will as hard as iron. He hadn't a friend
in tlie prison, aud the knowledge of it
seemed to make him more ugly and des-

perate. When the brackets were hung
up, there was ouc to spare, and it was
placed near the door of Ugly Greg's cell
until another spot could be found. No
ouc had any hope that the old man's heart
could be softened, and some said that he
would dash the flower-p- ot to the floor.

When he came in from the shops his
face expressed surprise at the sight of the
little green rosebud so close to the door
ofhis cell. He scented it, carefully placed
it back, and it was noticed that the hard
lines melted out of his face for a lime.
No one said anything to him, but the next
morning, before he went to work, he care-

fully watered the rose, and his eyes lost
something of their sullen look. Would
you believe that the little rosebush proved
more, powerful than all the arguments
and threats of the keepers? It did,
strangely enough.

As the days went by the old man lost
his obstinacy and his gloominess, and he
obeyed orders a3 well and as cheerfully
as the best man in prison. His face took
on a new look, his whole bearing changed,
and the keepers looked at him and won-

dered if he could be the man Greg of
four or five months before. He watched

the rose as a mother would watch a child,
and it came to be understood that it was
his. While some of the other (lowers died
from the want of care, the rose-tre- e grew
and thrived and made the old man proud.
He carried it into his cell at night and re-

placed it in the morning, and sometimes
he would talk to it, as ifit were a human
being. Its presence opened his lonely
Lcart and planted good seed there, and
from the day the bracket was hung up no
keeper had the least trouble with Ugly

Greg.
A few weeks ago he was taken sick,

and when he went to the hospital the
rose-tre- e went with him, and was placed
where the warm sun could give it all the
nourishment it needed. After a day or
two it was hoped that the old man would
get better, but he kept sinking and grow-

ing feebler. So long as his eyes were open
he w.ould watch the rose, and when he
slept he seemed to dream of it. One day
when the nurse found an opening bud he
rejoiced as heartily as if his pardon pa-

pers had arrived. The bud was larger
next day, and the rose could be seen
bursting through. The flower-po- t was
placed on the bed, near the old man's
face, that he might watch the bud blos-

som into a rose, and he'was -o quiet that
the nurse did not approach him again for
hours. The warm spring sun glided
in through the bars and kissed the open-
ing bud, and then fell oil' in showers over
the old man's pale face, erasing every line
of guilt aud ugliness which had ever been
raised.

At noon the nurse saw that the. rose
had blossomed, and she whispered iu the
old man's ear:

"Greg, Greg, the rose has blossomed;
wake up."

He did not move. She felt his cheek
and it was cold. Ugly Greg was dead!
One hand rested under his gray locks,
while the other clasped the flower-po- t,

and the new-bo- rn rose bent down until it
almost touched his cold face. His life
had gone out just when his weeks of wea-

ry watching for a blossom were to be re-

paid, but the rose-tree- 's mission was ac-

complished.
a o

Tlif Krnlnj; Jllivtiinp A;rnl.
A sewing machine agent who has been

in the business long can subdue the most
ferocious bull-do- g by sinply looking at
him. Nothing short of a needle gun will
move him, and then you don't want to
aim at his cheek, or he will put on a cast-iro- n

smile at'your seeming disinclination
to buy a "noiseless" r..

Singular t'oinriilriici-- .

A curious coincidence is noted by the
Paris Monitcur that the steamship
Schiller Was wrecked on the very anni-

versary of the deith, in 1S03, of the Oer-ria- ri

rou who-- nanic it hnn-

JUNE 1(5, 1875,
Hon n Vo:::nii Malic-- :i Icil.

She's washed the dishes, cleared oifthc
table, swept out the sitting-room- , and she
stands in the bed-roo- m door for a mo-

ment, arms akimbo aud surveys the bed.
The pillows arc skewed around, the

quilts rolled up in a heap, one end of the
sheet down almost to the floor, and she
wonders how "them young ones" managed
to tumble up the bed so.

She approaches the bed, seizes the pil-

lows and deposits them on a chair, hauls
the quilts off and drops them in the door-

way, draws the sheetsover the stand, and
she finds the feather-tic- k full of lamps
and dents and hills and hollows. She
make a lunge for itfjrolIs it to the foot of
the bed, and dives' ' down among the
straw.

Her hands arc lost to sight, and she
bends over until it seems as if her back
would break.' The straw is pnllcd this
way, pushed that, dragged around
ami torn apart, and her fingers reach
clean to the bottom and into each
corner.

"There! ha!" she says, as she straightens
up to rest her back, and after a moment
she grabs the feather-tick-, yanks it around,
gives it a Hop and rolls it against the
head-boar- d that she may get into the
foot of the straw-tic- k. She dives into the
straw once more, and her face gets as red
as paint as her nose almost touches the
tick. The straw is finally stirred enough
and she rests her back, looks up at the
ceiling and wonders where she can borrow
a white-was- h brush. Then it would do
your heart good toseehcrgrab the feather
bed She hauls it around, flings it up,
mauls great dents in it with hcrlists, jams
t against the wall, and finally flattens it

out. Then she seizes the foot, shakes the
feathers toward the head, smooths them
along further with her hand, and each
corner is patted down and made to stand
out distinctly. That hollow in the center
is patted out of existence, and at last the
bed is a true slant from head to foot
The top sheet is switched off the stand,
held up before her until she sees the
scam, then she flies it across the bed. It
settles down just as true and square as a
rule, and after the front side has been
tucked down behind the rail the other
sheet follows.

The pillows are then grabbed up,
mauled and beaten and cuffed around
until they swell with indignation, and
they arc dropped on to the bed so gently
that they don't make a dent, but seem to
float in 'the air above the sheets. The
ends where the cases button are placed to
go outside, according to d

rule, and the quilts are swung over, tuck-

ed behind the rail, pulled down at the
foot, smoothed at the head, and she stands
back and says:

"There! those children will sleep like
bugs

A few weeks ago, as I stood iu therost-oflic- e,

I heard one female say to another:
"Did you hear about poor Mrs.

Glcason?"
"No. Sick?" was the query.
"Poor thing died last night."
"Is that so?" was the exclamation.

"Well. I'm sorry, though sho's better off.
She was a good wife, but she could never
make up a bed as it ought to be made!"

All for a :"nrn.
From the Baltimoro Sun.

A misguided young man of our ac-

quaintance presented a landlady's daugh-

ter with a four week's old pup a few days
ago, under the delusion that a pup was a
nice thing to have, and that he was con-

ferring a favor. But this was the mo3t
unreasonable, querulous
pup we ever remembered to have heard

of. He had arrived at the teeth-cutti-

period of his existence, and the hired girl
at the boarding house, in order to solace
him, has to arise from her bed at the
most unreasonable hours, and give him
paregoric and soothing syrup, and put
mustard plasters ou him, until he con-

templates the silent tomb as a happy re-

lease. And the pup objects strenuously
to being left alone in the dark, and as a
consequence the landlady's daughter has
to sit up with him, and has thereby shat-

tered her constitution by losing sleep un-

til she is a mere wreck. In fact the pup
has made things so warm that the board-

ers arc leaving gradually and now only
two remain, an old codger who is as deaf
as a post, and enjoys perfect bliss in not
knowing that anything is wrong, and the
miserable man who donated the pup, and
whose heart-string- s are torn with re-

morse.

Sound mill SciisiSilc.
When at a dinner, emotional insanity

was beingdiscussed, a guest remarked, "I
admit the right of the injured husband to
vindicate his marriage bed by murdering
right aud left, but after such vindication
he should come out aud be hanged like
a gentleman, for society has a right to
vindicate the law. We must harmonize
between the rights of husbands and hang-

men.''

Ho Won't !ic Timrc.
Henry Ward Beecher at praycr-iucet-ing- :

"And if I die and am buried in
Greenwood, let nobody stand there and
say, 'Here lies Henry Ward Beecher"
for God knows 1 won't lie there." Prob-

ably uot; death generally cures f.lla of

hn: lid 'habitr

NO. 24.
TJic-- MtKly r Vnlnrnl History Umloi- -

ljsiiiriuiics.
Old Keyscr found Coolcy's boy, the

other day, standing in a icry suspicious
osilion under his best apple tree, with a

stick in his hand, and a certain bulgy ap
pearance about his pockets. Having se
cured him firmly by the collar, Kcyser
shook him up a bit, and then asked him
sternly what he was doing there. "Ain't
doin', nothin','' said Cooley. "I come I

over vcr to studv.1' "That's entirely "too

thin,'" exclaimed Keyscr "Yes, I did;
I coma over yer to study about Sir
Isaac "Sir Isaac! What in the thunder
do you mean, anyhow?" "Why, Sir
Isaac Newton. We had it in our Ic.ison.
He was in an orchard and saw an apple
fall, and'that made him invent the 'trac-
tion of gravitation; and I come yer to see
if it was so." "It won't do, sonny,"
said Kcyser. "You're too enthusiastic
about Sir Isaac; ami, besides, what were
you going to do with that stick?'' "With
this stick! This yer stick! What was
I goin" to do with this yer stick ! Why,
a boy gave mc this yer stick to hold for
him while he went on an errand for his
aunt." "And where did that apple core
come from there on the ground?" "That
apple core ! That one lying there! The
birds is awful on apples this season. I
saw a black bird drop that there, and 1

says to myself, them birds arc just ruinin'
Mr. Kcyser's apples, and won't Mr. Key-

scr be awful mad when '' "What makes
your pockets bulge out that way?"
"Mother made them pants and they nev- -'

er did set right. Ob, that bulging place !

Well, as I couldn't find out much about
Sir Isaac here, I was just takin' two or
three apples home, to sec if I couldn't
discover somcthin' and to ask father to
help me. Mr. Keyser, what arc you goin'
to do? I'll never take another apple as
long as I live. ,Pon my word I won't.!"
Then Keyscr flogged him. And Mr.

Coolcy's boy has knocked off on Sir Isaac
Newton and natural philosophy, and is
devoting himself to other branches of
knowledge.

Punctual futile X.rtt.
Mr. Higgins was a very punctual man

in all his transactions through life. He
amassed a large property by untiring in-

dustry and punctuality, and at the ad-

vanced age of ninety years was resting
quietly upon his bed, and calmly await-

ing to be called away. He had deliber-

ately made almost every arrangement for

his decease and burial. His pulse grew
fainter and the light of life seemed just
flickering in its socket, when one of his
sons observed, "Father, you will probably
live but a day or two; is it not well for
you to name your bearers?" "To be
sure," said the dying man, "it. is well
thought of, and I will do it now." He
gave a list of six., the usual number, and
sank back exhausted upon his pillow. A

gleam of thought passed over his with-

ered face like a ray of light, and he ral-

lied once more, "My son, readme that
list. Is the name of Mr. Wiggins there?"
"It is, my father." "Then strike itofT,"
he said, emphatically, "for he was never

punctual; was never anywhere in season
and he might hinder the procession a

whole hour!"

Thry .Started Too IClgh.
Chuck the boys called him Chuck for

short was hardly what you could call a
hard case, but he was fond ofa joke, and
seldom cared at whose expense it was per-

petrated. IJcturning to New Bedford on
the steamer was a large party who had
been over to attend the camp-meeti- ng at
Martha's Vineyard. It was Sunday even
ing, and, naturally enough, a number of
passengers gathered in the ladies' cabin
for divine service. In this crowd Chuck
insinuated himself justas the hymn, "My
soul, be on thy guard," was given out.
Tho crowd joined in with a will, and had
sung to the end of the second line, "Ten
thousand foes arise," when a shrill fe-

male voice was heard. "Hold on ! you've
started it too high V There was a pause

for a few seconds, broken at length" by the
good-nature- d suggestion of Chuck. "Sup
pose you start her at five thousand!"
Amid the general laughter that followed
Chuck retired, and the meeting came to
an end.

Slnslns JIfii into Hem on.
Dr. Talmage says in the Christian at

Work:
We are glad at the increasing effort

everywhere being made to slug the race
into heaven. There are tens of thousands
of people who cannot be touched by argu-

ments of facts or rhetoric, who immediate-
ly surrender to sacred song. Mr. Sankcy
in England, Mr. Bliss at the West and
Philip Philips everywhere, and many

otiier Christian men whose names do not
this mojient occur to us, arc with the
silver wedge of music splitting open, the
barred dungeons of the soul to let God
and heaven goin and take full possession.
Let us band together the sweet singers of
our chiuc'ic.j and Sunday schools, not into
stinted and formal choirs, but into crusa-

ding parties, whose business it shall be to
rouse prayer meeting-- , and vi-- it sick
rooms, .:nd serenade with sacred caroN
the home of the unbelieving.

When a Mississippi radical oratorgrowi
eloquent over his dinky auditory, wiys the
Glasgow Timet, he talks ol" tile 'Vrviit
Bl.n'V i f imtnrnii!
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II li nrrri null m .i m win
The Dark liny.

May 19, 1780, is known in the history,
of. New Kngland as the dark day. Be-

tween the hours of 10 and 11 in tho
morning the sky became obscured with
dense clouds of a smoky hue that drifted
from the southwest. In inojt parts of
New England the gloom that ensued wai
so great that it was impossible to read
common print, to determine the time of
day by watches and clocks, or to pnrsue
any sort of work indoors without the aid
of artificial light. Iu some p'jiccs com-

mon print could not be rrad out of door

for several hours in succession.' The
fowls went to root, the bird sang their
evening songs and settled themselves to
sleep in their hidden retreat, candles
were lighted in all the houses", while i

silence and dimness. as of night rested

upon the face of Nature. For several
days preceding this time the atmosphere
had been unusually thick and hazy, anil
the sun aud moon looked dull and red as
they rode through the heavens. On the
morning of the lSlh there were slight
showers in certain localities, accompanied
with thunder, while at different intervals
through the day there was rain in various
places.

" The water that fell was thick,
dark and sooty, and a scum as of ashen
appeared on the surface of rivers and
reservoirs, while, when the tide went out.
it left a line of smut along the shore at
the width of four or five inches. On ex

amination this surface matter seemed to
be nothing more than ashes of burnt
leaves. This extraordinary darkness
lasted for a period of about fourteen
hours.

In the transactions of the Philosophical
Society of Philadelphia, printed prior to
1TS5, there is a comment on a similar
darkness that was experienced Oct. 21,
171G, O. S. On this occasion "The day
was so dark that people were forced to
light candles to eat their dinners by.
Which could not have- - been fromany
eclipse, the solar eclipse beitig the 4th 'of
that mouth." Nothing is said in this ac-

count of the cause of the darkness, nor
are any particulars given. On Oct. 1'.',

1702, a remarkable dark day was observed
at Detroit, and described in the Philadel-
phia Transactions for 17C3. An officer
stationed at Detroit described the day in
a letter to a friend. In his words: "The
19th of this month October, 1762 was
the most extraordinary dark day, perhaps
ever seen in the world." The cause of the
unnatural darkness prevailing on these
several days was probably the extensive
burning of Western prarie and woodlands.

Iiuriol Alive.
Iii Indianapolb, Ind., during the

months of January and February r on ac-

count of the unusual severity of the-eol-

the dead taken to the City Cemetery were
deposited iu vaults until the ground Lad
thawed siillieiently to permit the digging
of graves. For the past foar weeks,
therefore, the various undertaken have
been busy interring these bodis, and in
many instances curiosity has prompted
them to open such cotlins as were covered
by an inner facing of glass. Among
others so opened was that' of an elderly
lady who had died in January, and whose
remains had been carefully deposited in
its casket and removed with great care tu
the vault. When the cover was raised a
few days ago, however, to the horror ol
the bystanders, it was discovered that
the body, instead of lying iu a natural
position, with its face upward, bad turned
nearly upon its face, while the shroud was
disarranged. Other evidence also rev.ealed
the fact that a struggle 'had taken place
on the part of the unwilling occupant of
the coffin. The hands were clinched, the
eyes fixed with a horrid stare, and the
knees bent. But the strong-walnu-t coffin,
with its row of silver-head- ed screws and
handsome handles, with wrought gripes,
did the work which disease seems to have
left undone. Weakened by sickness and

4
old age, the poor woman could not break
from her narrow home, or by her muffled
rappinga attract the attention of somo
passers-b- y. How dreadful must have
been the sensation of th unfortunate
victim as she awoke to consciousness aud
found herself numbered and living with
the dead! The terrible affair gives rise to
a thousand thoughts as unpleasant as
the air which fills the charnel-hous- e.

Ni::;;ip Uyspppsln Remedy.
Dyspepsia arises from a great variety

of causes, and different persons arc re-

lieved by 'different remedies, according tu
the nature of the disease and condition of
the stomach. We know a lady who has
derived great benalit from drinking :i
tumbler of sweet milk the richer and
fresher the belter whenever a burning
sensation is experienced in the stomach.
Au elderly gentleman of our acquaintance,
who was uttlicted for many years with

great distress after eating, has ctfectcd a
cure by mixing a teaspoow'ul of wheal
bran in half a tumbler of water, and drink-

ing it half an hour after his meals. It is
necessary to stir quickly and drink im-

mediately or the bran will adhere to the

glass and become pastry. Coffee and
tobacco arc probably the. worst substan-

ces persons troubled with dyspepsia arc
in the habit ofusing.and should beaToid-ed- .

IJegular eating of nourishing plain
food and the use of some simple remedies

like the above, will ui!;t, in iwwt ca-v- -,

(in"''bT thin mKii.-


